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IT ONS, rouſe to deeds of Death !--- 
Waſte not zeal in idle breath, 


R 


Wherefore tcems the ſhameleſs preſs 


Nor loſe the harveſt of your Swords 
In a Civil-War of Words | 


TO THE 
- ProPLE of ENGLAND. 1758. 


(4) 
W-tim'd Humour, that beguiles 
| Weeping Ideots of their Smiles ; 
Wit, that knows but to defame, 


Let tir undaunted Crerias teach 
The uſe and dignity of Speech, 
At whoſe Thunders nobly thrown 
Shrunk the Man of Maczpon. 
If the Storm of Words mt ric, 
Let i ld cur n 
Sass nne. 
On the Parties of the Word. 

Learn not vainly to deſpiſe 


(Proud of Epwarpd's Viftories!) 


Warriors wedg'd in firm array, 
And Navies powerful to diſplay 
And leave the panting foe behind. 


And Satire, that profancs the Name. 


Give 
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Give to France the honors due, 
France has Chiefs and Stateſmen too. 
Breaſts which patriot paſſions feel 
Lovers of the Common-weal. 
Whether on the land or wave, 
Greater is the pride of War, 
And the conqueſt nobler fr. 

Agincourt and Creſſy long 
Have flounſh'd in immortal Song; 
And lifping babes afpire to praiſe 
The wonders of EL1za's days. 
moon 
Whether on th impetuous Nhe 
She bade her harneſs'd Warriors ſhine, 
Or ſnatch d the dangerous palm of Praiſe 


(6) 
Or Danube rolls his watry train; 
Or the yellow-trefled Mayne 
Thro' Dettingen's immortal vale.--- 
Evn Fontenoy could tell a tale, 
Might modeſt Worth ingenuous ſpeak, 
To raiſe a bluſh on ViRtory's check; 
And bid the Vanquiſh'd wreaths diſplay 
Great as on Culloden's day. 
But Glory which aſpires to laſt 
Leans not meanly on the paſt. 
'Tis the preſent Now demands 
Britiſh hearts, and Britiſh bands. 
| Curſt be he, the willing Slave, 
Who doubts, who lingers to be brave. 
Curſt be the Coward tongues that dare 
Breathe one accent of deſpair, 
Cold as Winter's icy hand 


To chill the Genius of the land. 


| (223 


And bid our thunders wake or ſleep 
Monarchs of our wooden Walls ! 
Riſe ye BLax Es, ye RaLzicns riſc | 
Let the fordid luſt of gain 
Be baniſh'd from the liberal Main: 
He who ſtrikes the generous blow 
Aims it at the public foe. 
Let Glory be the guiding ſtar, 
Wealth and Honours follow her. 
See | the ſpreads her luſtre wide 
Oer the vaſt Atlantic tide! 
Conſtant as the folar ray 
Points the path, and leads the way ! 
Other Worlds demand your care, 
Other Worlds to Brita dear; 


What have We from War to fear? 
Commerce fteds' the nerves of War; 
Nor les at home O deign to ſinile, 
Goddeſs of Britannia's Ifle} 

Trov, that Gam her ed ſurveyſt 
Her boundleſs realms the watry waſte ; 
Tnou, that rov'it the hill and mead 
Where her flocks, and heifers feed ; 


Trnov, that chearſt th induftrious Swain 


Tnov, 


(9) 
Tnou, that heart his carolfd vows 
When th' expanded Barn o'crflows ; 
Tnov, the Bulwark of our Cauſe, 
Tou, the Guardian of our Laws, 
Sweet LInEx TY I O deign to finile, 
Goddeſs of Britannid's iſle l 

If to us indulgent Heaven 

Nobler Seeds of Strength has given, 
Nobler ſhould the produce be; 
Brave, yet gen'rous, are the Free. 
Come then, all thy powers diffuſe, | 
Goddeſs of extended views ! 
Every breaſt which feels iy flame 
Shall kindle into martial fame, 
Til Shame ſhall make the Coward bold 
And Indoleice her arms unfold. 
Ev'n Aoarice ſhall protect his hoard, 


And the Plough-ſhare gleam a Sword, 


B 


ä ws 
Goddeſs, all thy powers diffuſe !--- 
And thou Genuine Bz1T1sn Mousx, 
Nurs d amidft the Druids old 
Where Deva's wizard waters rod, 
Trov, that bearft the golden key 
To unlock Eternity, 
Sommen thy poetic guard - - - 
Britain ſtill has many a Bard, 
T expand the ore, and ftamp the coin, 
Late Poſterity ſhall own 
Lineal to the Muſe's throne - - - 

Bid them leave th inglorious theme 
In the daify painted mead 

II to Peace we tune the reed; 
But when War's tremendous roar 
Shakes the Iſle from Shore to Shore, 


61 
Every Bard of purer fire 
Tyrieus-like ſhould graſp the Lyre; 
Wake with verſe the hardy deed,” 
Or in the gederous Strife like * SypxEyY bleed. 


Sir Pn SyDuzy, wounded in an Action near in 
31 mortally Zutphen, 
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